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First They Came... 


EXECUTIVE ORDER #305189 
Any one person with savings, accounts, or assets worth more than $10,000,000 (ten million dollars) shall be 
arrested From there, they shall be transported to a holding area off the coast of Los Angeles. Their monetary 
assets will then be redistributed to those whose own assets are limited 


It was another beautiful morning in the hills of Encino. The sun was out, the birds were singing and, through 
the open windows, he could smell the orange blossoms. 

Sitting at a table, Dave had watched the sun rise. He was already on his fourth coffee and second plate of 
pancakes. But he didn't care. It was a day off from the chaos of his life and he was looking forward to taking 


to the mountains with Taylor. 


Taylor.. The man who, for so many years, Dave hadn't been able to get out of his head. He'd watched the 
blonde go from awkward kid to blazing hot sex god. 


Except he suspected Taylor didn't think of Dave in the same way Dave thought of Taylor. In fact, he was sure 


Taylor had never so much as thought of Dave naked. 


In one corner, a TV babbled, the news scrolling across the screen. He was vaguely aware of something the 


newscaster was saying. 


"Last night, the President enacted a new executive order. Executive order three-zero-five-one-eight-nine 
prohibits any one person from having wealth, savings, property, or possessions which exceed ten million dollars. 
Those who do will have their excess assets seized and redistributed to those who are less well off. According 


to early media reports, these seizures will be televised 


Picking up his phone, Dave was about to call their management when the doorbell rang. Suspecting the mailman, 


he put the phone to one side and made his way to the door. What he found made him take a step back 


A stern suited man, flanked by officials, armed police, and a camera crew, glared at him. The man had a sheaf 
of papers clutched in one hand. Behind the group sat several armoured vehicles. Turning around, Dave could 
just make out the TV he'd been watching only seconds earlier. The image had changed from that of the 
newscaster to one of the back of his head. Swinging back around, he stood silently as the man began to speak 


"David Eric Grohl, you are hereby arrested under Executive Order number three-zero-five-one-eight-nine for 
having property, assets, savings, and wealth totalling more than ten million dollars. Your assets are due for 
seizure and you will be transported to a secure holding faculty. Any rights you had expired as of midnight on 
April [th 2014. You will not have a trial." 


Dave stalled, a chill washing over him. He opened and closed his mouth and, as he tried to back away, hands 
grabbed at him. His arms were hauled behind his back and cuffs locked over his wrists. Before he had a 
chance to say anything, Dave found himself in the back of one of the vans. 


What was there to say? Anything? Nothing? The government had made a decision, one that he couldn't 
challenge. As the van pulled away from his house, he leaned against the tinted window and stared up at it. All 
of this, and for what? He'd never asked to be a star. All he'd wanted to was play music. It wasn't his fault he'd 


actually made money from it. 


The van made its way down the winding road and toward the freeway. People stood at the side of the road, 
shouting and hollering, their fists beating against the vehicle's protective plating. Some carried placards 
demanding the death of the 1%. All of them caused a knot of fear to rise in Dave and he shrank back as one 
of the protesters launched a rock at the van. The stone ricocheted off the glass, the sound almost deafening. 
Was he one of the 1%? Was that what he'd become? From his roots of having very little to being able to have 


whatever he wanted? 


Dave had no idea how long it took them to drive from the house and to the port. By the time they arrived, his 


arms ached and his head was sore from over thinking. More protesters lined the roads into the port. They 


finally disappeared from view when the van moved into a secure area 


There were walls and razor wire. More vans, all identical to the one he'd arrived in, were unloading their human 
cargo and hauling them into a grey concrete building. The back doors of the vehicle were thrown open and 
hands once more grabbed him. There was no use fighting. No use saying anything. It would only get him into 
more trouble, or dead And he didn't know if all of this would blow over. 


As Dave was dragged from the van, a poem ran through his mind. It was one he remembered his mother 


referring to many a time for one reason or another. 


First they came for the Socialists, and | did not speak out- 


Because | was not a Socialist 


Then they came for the Trade Unionists, and | did not speak out- 


Because | was not a Trade Unionist. 


Then they came for the Jews, and I dd not speak out- 


Because | was not a Jew. 
Then they came for me-and there was no one left to speak for me. 


He'd spoken out for others. So why weren't they now speaking out for him? That was right, because he was 
one of the people who'd been lucky enough to have some wealth. The problem was the government couldn't, or 
wouldn't, tell the difference between those who gained their wealth illegally and those who'd done it legally and, 
at some point, had helped others in their hours of need. Should he have helped more people? Maybe. But what 
was the point in worrying now? Maybe that's where his money would go now. Maybe it would go and help 
families much like his childhood one to get on their feet. He sure hoped so. 


The building he was taken into was filled with a cacophony of noise. It seemed that, in one morning, they'd 
rounded up everyone whose wealth was over the ten million limit and dumped them into the gloomy building. 
People were screaming as families were torn apart. Wives and children were hauled to another part of the 
building while the husbands screamed after them. The air was bitter with the smell of fear. Dave watched as 
one man, possibly a banker or lawyer from the way he was dressed, made a bid for freedom. He got no more 
than a stride before he was brought to the floor. Blood splattered from his mouth and across the concrete. 
Stunned, Dave watched the chaos. He didn't have the energy to fight even though his whole body was telling 
him to. Instead, his mind was wandering to his band. Would they be here? A quick mental calculation made his 


blood run cold. 
Each and every one of them was destined to make a journey to the cold, soulless building on the docks. 
"Ladies and gentlemen,’ a voice boomed over a PA, "you are the lucky ones. Your brothers and sisters across 


the country have been shot at dawn and their wealth passed on to those who are more deserving. You have 


been allowed to live. Why, none of us know. You are the scum of this world, those who have forced others to 


live on as little as you have believed to be humanly possible. Your reign on this world is now over and your 
wealth, like that of your dead brothers and sisters, will also go to help feed, clothe, and house those whom you 
have forced to live slave lives. You may be allowed to protest this "inequality" in your lives. But doing so will 
see you receive a final gift from us in the form of a bullet through your head. From here, you will be taken 
to a secure holding facility off the coast of Los Angeles. You will be fed, housed, and clothed in the same 
manner as those you forced to live a similar life. You may escape but you will not get far. You may value 
your life but this world no longer does. You are the shit on the shoes of the world and will be dealt with 


accordingly. Take them for processing.’ 


There was more screaming, panicking, and disorder as a line of armed guards moved behind them. Slowly they 
were pushed forward and toward a set of open doors. Beyond it was anyone's imagination. Dave felt himself get 
caught up in the crush, his voice stolen away as he was swept along. He found himself screaming and begging, 
lashing out as he closed on the doors. From somewhere outside, the sounds of gunshots could be heard, loud 


cheers following each one. 


"Processing" was a lot less painful than he'd first imagined it to be. Well, he'd gotten out alive despite the tiny, 
metal dome that was clamped to one temple. Trying to leave their new "home" would result in it blowing him, 
as would trying to remove it. He was now wearing a grey, utilitarian jump suit and his hair was pulled back into 
a tight ponytail. He'd been given a rucksack with another change of clothes and enough ready to eat meals to 


last a week. 


Now Dave found himself sitting on one of several boats that were making their way ten miles out to sea. Out 


on the ocean were two decommissioned aircraft carriers. Their new home for God only knew how long. 


He felt empty and broken, his whole life ripped away in a heartbeat. He wondered about the others from the 
band. Wondered if they were on any of the other boats. Around him, others had also fallen silent, obviously 
having given in to their fate. 


The aircraft carriers were as sparse as Dave thought they would be. The carnivorous metal hulls had been 
turned into makeshift prisons with bunks lining every available space. TV cameras, protected by plexiglass 
bubbles, hung from the ceilings of the ship. No doubt they were broadcasting their every move to a global 
audience. Somewhere, the guards lived, for what good they'd be. As far as Dave could tell, everything had 
gotten more than a little Battle Royale with all of them left to their fates. They would have to organise 
themselves into cooking, cleaning and maintenance crews, something Dave couldn't see happening any time soon 


There were a lot of proud men abroad the ships and none of them would want to give that up easily. 


Pulling himself on to one of the top bunks, Dave looked around himself. Men wandered, bewildered, from pillar 
to post, looking, searching, for some kind of meaning in their surroundings. But there was none. The only thing 
left was them and the gunmetal grey ship. 


Scanning over the heads, Dave's eyes fell on something he was sure he recognised. Another ponytail, this one 
of sun-blonde hair. The way it fell over the man's shoulders looked familiar and pushing himself back to the 
floor, Dave dodged between the metal beds. 

"Hawkins!" 


Amid the men, Dave saw that single one stall. Again, he called, "Hawkins! Wait up!" 


The man stopped and slowly turned. His ice cold glare stopped Dave in his tracks. His own heart plummeted as 
he looked at the anger in Taylor's face. 


"You," the blonde man hissed. "You're the fucker who put me here." 

"Woah. Wait" Dave held his hands up in resignation. "| didn't put you here. The government put you here." 

"No. You and your "We're gonna take over this world!" put us here, asshole," Taylor spat. "Don't think | haven't 
done the maths. If I'd stayed where | was I'd be under the limit. But no! Mr Nice Guy had world domination 
plans and look where it fuckin’ landed us!" 

Taking a step back, Dave lowered his head. He suddenly felt deflated and sick. Sure, he'd been angry about what 
was happening. But, at the end of the day, it had been a long time in the coming. They were just the unlucky 
ones, caught up in the angry crossfire of capitalism gone wrong. 

‘Maybe we'll be free one day," he said softly. 

"And maybe they'll fuckin’ execute us live on TV like they did the other poor fuckers," Taylor snarled. 

‘lm sorry." 

"Too fuckin’ late, asshole. Get the fuck outta my sight. And you better stay out of it" 


"Or?" Dave quietly questioned. 


"Or | toss you over the edge and laugh as your head's blown clean off your shoulders. And trust me, I'll laugh 


as well" 


With that, Taylor turned and stormed off. It was with a heavy heart that Dave watched him go. Every fibre 
of his being was screaming at him to chase after the blonde man He wanted to hold Taylor close. Wanted to 
cry and apologise. Wanted to see the blonde smile. Wanted all of this to be over. 


Instead, he went back to his bunk. He wasn't in the mood for going and finding the hot water to prepare his 
food with. Curling up, he closed his eyes and tried to block out the horrors of where he was. 


He was awoken by a loud, screeching siren. Suddenly people were on their feet, scurrying around. Some had 
purpose to their direction Others, having spent years been looked after by staff, moved aimlessly. With 


determination, Dave went to find the showers. He had a plan. 


If there was something Dave knew about other than music, it was cooking. And everyone had to eat, including 
Taylor. If he was going to survive this ordeal, he needed to find something to do. And making food seemed a 
good way to go about it. At least it would be a way to get into everyone's good books. 


Once he'd cleaned up, he went and found the ship's large kitchens. So far, they hadn't been touched except for 
a few people who'd found the hot water for their ready to eat meals. 


Thankfully the food stores also looked like they'd been left alone. There were more packaged meals and, in 
among them, bags and boxes of staples; rice, noodles, oats, flour, coffee, and sugar. They wouldn't starve, at 


least not for a while. 


Firing up one of the kitchen's ranges, Dave set about making some vats of oatmeal. It was basic but it would 
be filling. As that was bubbling away, he found utensils and made urns of coffee. It wasn't much but it was a 
start. Most of all, in their bleak, grey world it gave him purpose. 


Red and sweating, Dave finally keyed the PA he'd found. 
"Gentlemen, your breakfast is served," he proudly announced. 


As Dave had mentally predicated, there was a rush of men. Many acted like the grown toddlers they were, 
pushing and yelling. At the first fist fight, Dave moved the food out of reach. 


"You get nothing unless you can act like dignified adults." 


After sending the fighters to the back of the line, he gave a brief lecture on manners and etiquette in their 
new world. Fighting meant not getting fed. There were protests from the men that they could cook for 
themselves. When Dave asked how many could actually cook, only a few raised their hands. Quickly he 


recruited them into the kitchen. 


Spooning oatmeal into bowls, Dave directed the crowd of men toward the urns of coffee. As Taylor passed 


along the line, Dave gave him a smile. The blonde ignored him. 


Over the next several weeks, Dave worked in the kitchen. He took an inventory of everything that was in the 
stores and created menus from the little that they had. Every week, more food was delivered. None of it was 
very exciting but it was filling. Through those who came and helped him, he heard the horror stories of what 
was happening elsewhere on the ship; fights and killings, people jumping or being pushed from the side, their 


heads exploding as they fell toward the sea. Dave was glad he had somewhere to hide away from it all. No one 
argued with the guy who was feeding them. No one threatened or fought with him. He was safe as far as he 
was concerned. In fact, everyone who worked below deck preparing the food was safe. From those on the prep 


line to those doing the dishes, none of them were harassed. 
Every day, Taylor would pass along Dave's line, picking up his food and walking way. He never looked at Dave. 


Dave thought of Taylor every night. Lying in his bunk, he'd stare at the steel ceiling and think of those happy, 
halcyon days before their lives were torn away from them. Now they were trapped together and they didn't 
have a word to say to one another. Dave had a lot to say. It was that Taylor was unwilling to listen that was 


the problem. 


Closing his eyes, Dave let him mind drift to the other faces on board the ship. He'd seen Nate and Pat. Both 
came every day to help out around the kitchen. Dave never spoke to them about Taylor and neither Nate nor 


Pat seemed to hold any ill feelings toward Dave. 


Chris. Well, he didn't know where Chris was. He'd probably stood up to the authorities and found himself on the 


wrong end of a gun. If that was the case then it was a sad ending to a good man. 


One afternoon, after catching sight of himself in a mirror, Dave decided to take a walk up top. His skin was 


sallow and greasy and acne dotted his cheeks. He needed some sun. 


The old air deck was awash with men. Some sunbathed or played games with balls made from wadded up 
clothing. The fights, murders, and suicides seemed to have swindled in numbers. Especially the murders. Those 
had been judged with a certain amount of vigilante justice, some of it Dave never wanted to see. The dark side 
of humanity had been coming out in full force and it seemed to all be contained on a ship ten miles off the 
west coast of America. He hoped that those days were behind them now and that the ones who were left 
could live together in some kind of harmony. The ship was a soul destroying place but, at the end of the day, 
they all had somewhere to sleep and enough food in their stomachs. If he had his guitar with him, Dave would 
have been as happy as a pig in shit. As much as he liked being around people, Dave was enjoying the solitude. It 
was giving him time to think and reset his brain. If he got off the ship, he'd have a heck of a lot of material 
to work with. 


The men left behind either worked to keep the ship afloat or lazed around doing nothing. There were most 
definitely the "Doers" and the "Slackers". 


Walking the metal surface, Dave gazed back at the coast line. He hadn't seen it since the first day they'd been 
dropped on the ship. He could see cruise liners moored in the port. Jets soared over the sea from LAX before 
turning for their destination Life had gone on, the money from the One Percent providing lives for those who'd 
previously had nothing. 


Soaking up the sun, he listed to people talking. They talked about the old days back on dry land, what they'd 
done for jobs, and the one meal they'd happily lay down their lives for. If he could have provided filet mignon, 


he would have. 

Are he rounded the bow, Dave's eyes fell on a figure standing at the edge. Rarely were there barriers on 
aircraft carriers, the metal railings a danger to landing planes. The man stood, staring out to sea The breeze 
picked at their hair, lifting it from their shoulders. When they lifted their arms and took another step closer 
to the edge of the ship Dave felt his breath catch in his throat. 

Quickly he walked over to them, making as much noise as he could. He didn't want to startle them and cause 
them to lose their footing. If they were aware someone was approaching they were less likely to be frightened 
into falling. 

As he moved to stand before the jumper, Dave felt his blood run cold 

"Taylor?" 

The blonde man lifted his head, empty eyes staring back at him. 

"Go away, Dave," Taylor said, his voice as hollow as his eyes. 

"No, I'm not going away. Why? Why are you doing this?" 

"Because | can't live here any more. It's Hell." 


Dave could feel his throat tightening and the tears prickling his eyes. He nodded. "Okay, if you jump, | jump." 


Turning, he looked at the sea below. It lapped at the base of the ship, the waves breaking in clouds of white 
spray. He could feel spots of it dotting his face, the salty water touching his lips. 


"You can't jump," Taylor replied. "You like it here. Why do you like it?" 


"I like the solace," Dave replied, his eyes still turned to the water. "I like having time to rest my brain and do 
something different." 


"How can you be happy?! Dave, its a fuckin’ nightmare here and we're never getting off. What'll make you 


understand that?" 


"We might," he softly said "We might get to go home one day. But if we're gonna jump, lets get on with it. 
Let's stop talking and go. Because | don't want to go home alone." 


Lifting his head, he looked into Taylor's eyes. The emptiness was fading and being replaced by sadness. 


"You wouldn't go home alone," Taylor replied. "You'd still have Pat and Nate. And maybe Chris is out there 


somewhere. You'll have them." 


"But they're not you." Dave's voice could only just be heard over the sound of the sea. "You're my best friend, 
my running partner, my buddy. You're the one | go to when I'm sad and the one | laugh with when I'm happy. 


l'm not going to let you die out here alone. If you go, | go because | can't carry on living without you." 


"Dave.." The drummer reached out and took his hand. Dave smiled weakly and tightened his hand around 
Taylor's. 


He watched as Taylor trembled and shuffled closer to the edge. The drummer's breathing became deeper and 
Dave could feel the sweat slicking Taylor's palm. 


"Ready?" Taylor asked. 
"Ready as I'll ever be." 


Taylor took another step closer, preparing to unbalance himself and take the final, fatal step. As he did, Dave 
stepped back, yanking the smaller man with him. He kept on going, pulling a squirming and protesting Taylor with 


him. 
"No! Dave, no! Just fuckin’ let me go! I'm not staying! l'm not living another fuckin’ day in this steel prison!" 


He wrapped his arms around Taylor and held him close, cooing as the drummer continued to loudly protested. 


Dropping them both to the deck, Dave pulled Taylor into his lap. 


‘Is gonna be okay," he said. "It is. You've gotta believe me. You haven't spoken to me in how long? Six weeks? 


You don't know what's going on" 


"Neither do youl" Taylor bawled. "You're a fuckin’ prisoner on a fuckin’ prison ship! You know nothing, Dave! 
NOTHING! You're gonna spend the rest of your miserable life aboard this fuckin’ ship, cooking meals for men 
who don't fuckin’ care, and dreaming about your fuckin’ motorcycles and rock star lifestyle! You're going fuckin’ 


NOWHERE, Dave!" 


Dave felt his arms grow heavy and Taylor began to wriggle free. Deflated, he allowed the blonde to escape, 
Taylor struggling to his feet. Everything happened as though it was going in slow motion. Taylor ran, his arms 
stretching out as he prepared to go into free fall. The wind whipped at his hair, snapping it around his face 
before it streamed out behind him. Dragging himself to his feet, Dave chased after the escaping blonde. He 
skidded to his knees, hands reaching out and grabbing Taylor's ankles just as the drummer prepared to swan 
dive off the edge of the ship. Taylor wobbled on his tiptoes before collapsing back down beside Dave. His hands 
scrabbled for the edge, desperately trying to heave himself over. 


"Just let me gol" he screamed. "It's over! We're over! Life is OVER!" 


‘No! No, Taylor! Please!" Dave begged. "Please don't do this. Please. | love you. Love you more than life itself and 


| can't let you go through this no matter how bad life is right now." 


That caused the blonde man to still. Dave watched as Taylor rolled onto his back, his eyes intently watching 


the singer. 
"What did you say?" he asked. 


Biting his lip, he looked at Taylor, his own brow furrowed. Dave could feel the tears pooling in the corners of 


his eyes as years of repressed emotions began to bubble to the surface. 

"| love you," he murmured. 

"I know," Taylor replied. "You tell me every night” 

His heart hammered and Dave could feel the blood pounding through his skull. He knew that his words could 
push Taylor further away. Could make him take that final step into the abyss. "No. Not like that. Love you, love 
you. As in ways that would get us jailed in other countries." 


"Dave." Taylor began to crawl a little closer. 


Instinctively, Dave backed off. Taylor followed him until they were sitting a good distance from the dangerous 


precipice. 
"Dave?" Taylor asked again 


'| love you," Dave repeated. "I love you so fuckin’ much, it hurts. | love you so much, | cry. | love you and | 
hate it when you do this to me. | can't watch you try and kill yourself and do nothing. | don't care what life's 
like right now. Sure, its a pile of shit. But it would be even worse without you around. Every day I've thought 
of you and every night, our memories have helped me go to sleep. But if you went and threw yourself off the 
edge of the ship, | wouldn't be able to live. | wouldn't be able to dream. | wouldn't be able to hope. You're 
everything to me, Taylor. Everything | have nothing else in this cold world except for you." 


He waited. Waited for Taylor to recoil and run. Instead, the blonde just sat there and studied him, his head 


cocked to one side and his trademark lost puppy look on his face. 
"Dave, | don't know... 


"You don't have to know anything. | know you won't feel the same and | don't care. I've kept that bottled up for 
fuck knows how long and it feels good to have it out in the open 


"But all the women-" 


"Helping hide the truth." 


"The booze-" 
"The same. All a mask to help hide what | really felt for you," he murmured. 


In the bright Californian sunlight, Taylor looked like an angel. The sun shimmered from his hair and danced 


through his eyes. He looked beautiful and, in the bright light, almost innocent. 
"l" Taylor began. "| don't know how to feel.” 


"You don't have to," Dave softly replied. He held out a hand to Taylor. "Just stay with me. Don't leave me. l'm 


not done with this world, and neither are you." 


Taylor looked between Dave and the singer's hand. A small smile broke Dave's lips when the drummer's fingers 


wound around his own 


They spent time together over the next few weeks, finding nooks and crannies to hide away in and talk. Dave 
found himself once more energised by the blonde's presence. He enjoyed just sitting and listening to Taylor talk, 
staring into the other man's eyes as he chattered away. They talked about everything and anything, from 
their very first meeting to what the future may hold. The day that Taylor took Dave's hand made the singer's 
heart explode. Taylor had worn a soft look on his face, his eyes filled with happiness as he'd linked his fingers 
through Dave's. 


"| think," he'd murmured, "that | might have feelings for you.” 

"Like?" 

Taylor had just smiled warmly and shrugged before turning his eyes back to the sun. 

Being the prison ship's unofficial "head chef" allowed Dave a certain amount of liberties. And he used those 
liberties to slack off and hunt the ship. Finally, he found what he was looking for; a small storage cupboard 
away from the main hordes of men. A place where no one would look and no one could care. 

He moved out the old shelving units and slowly, over a number of days, he began to feather a little nest for 
Taylor and himself. Two mattresses were laid out side by side, blankets and pillows folded at one end. In one 


corner, he pushed a table and two chairs. And that, for now, was their little home. 


One evening following meal service, Dave lead Taylor through the ship. As they closed on the door, he wrapped 


a hand around Taylor's eyes. 


"What the fuck are you doin’, Grohl?" Taylor chuckled. 


"You'll see.” He edged Taylor to the open door before pulling his hand away. "Toke a lock" 
Taylor did look and, after a second, he cocked his head. “What's this?" 

"Its for us’ 

ee 

"Yeah, as in you and me. Why.2" Dave's voice trailed off and he felt his heart drop. 
"Oh. 


They fell silent for a moment. Lifting a hand, Dave scratched the back of his head, suddenly feeling more than 


a little awkward. Had he read Taylor wrong? Had the drummer not meant what he'd said about having feelings? 
"I thought" Dave began, his voice quiet and strained. 

"That | have feelings for you?" 

"Well, yeah. You said- 

"Yeah, | know what | said" Taylor turned to look at him, his eyes filled with sadness. "And | do. But | want to 


know out there, in the real world Not here, in this prison. | want to know that it's all for real and not just 


because l'm trapped here." 

"With no better options," Dave finished. 

Taylor sighed. "That's not what | meant." 

"Then what did you mean?" 

‘| meant that | want to try out there, under normal conditions. | don't want to force myself to love you, Dave. 


Because | do love you. | love you with all my heart. But | don't want us to be thrown together here because of 


our circumstances." 

‘Oh. Oh. Okay." 

The silence fell over them again, heavy with pain and heartbreak 
"Will you always love me?" Dave asked. 


"Yeah, I'll always love you. You're my best friend and l'm never gonna give up on you. And | want to love you in 


the same way you love me. | just don't want to be your prison bitch," he finished with a grin. 
At that, Dave couldn't help but crack a grin. "Will you just do me the honour of sleeping beside me tonight?" 


Taylor's grin softened and he reached out to stroke a hand over Dave's hair. "OF course | will. I'll do anything to 


make you happy. And thanks." 
"For what?" 


"For stopping me from jumping that day." 


Taylor kept his promise, not just for that one night, but for every one after. As darkness fell, he'd creep into 
the old store room and curl up beside Dave. They'd swap stories until one of them fell asleep. Dave woke up 
more than once to find Taylor's head resting on his chest, one arm slung over the singer as he dreamed of 
the life they once lived. Slowly, but surely, the drummer was coming out of his shell, leaving his past behind 
and being honest with himself. And it was something that made Dave's heart sing. 


It was early one morning when the ship's PA boomed to life. It startled Dave awake as a voice he'd never 


heard before began to speak. 


"Will the following people come to the deck" The voice began to reel off a list of surnames, many that Dave 


recognised. When the voice announced himself, Taylor, Nate, and Pat, his blood ran cold 
He shook the blonde. "Taylor. Taylor, wake up. We've got to go above deck. Come on’ 

Wearily, the drummer began to stir. "What?" 

"We have to go. Now." 

Above deck, the sun was blinding. Neither of the men had been above deck in many days and they shielded 
their eyes with their hands. As they slowly adjusted to the bright light, they took in what was happening on 


the ship. 


Several large helicopters had landed and uniformed men stood around them. A crowd, presumably those who'd 


been named, stood around. One man held a bull horn and, as the men settled down, he spoke. 


"The government now realises that it may have made a mistake. There are some of you among the imprisoned 
whose wealth came not from illegal practices but from hard work and labour. It was you who was working. You 


were not idle, nor were you making others work for a pittance while you lived a lavish lifestyle. While your 


wealth has not been reinstated, you have been left with the current legal limit of ten million dollars. Anything 


over that will be protected and you will not see any further arrests. You are free to leave." 


Dave stood, dumbfounded as he stared at the man. Around him, the men began to talk again, their voices 


suddenly filled with excitement rather than fear. Beside him, Taylor said something but Dave didn't hear it. 
Taylor repeated himself, "You were right! 

When Taylor took his hand, Dave allowed himself to be led toward one of the helicopters 

They were free. 


They were going home. 


Three Months Later 


The house was decorated for Christmas with several trees dotted around various rooms. Rock versions of 
Christmas favourites flowed from the kitchen radio and the fridge was stacked with food. Their friends would 


be visiting some time on Christmas Day and Dave wanted to be ready. 


Things had changed in the three months following their release from the ship. Chris had, like some Christmas 
miracle, reappeared from wherever he'd been hiding and the band had started working together again. Originally 
Taylor had gone back to his own home until, one morning, he'd turned up at Dave's door wanting to "work on 
his feelings". A week later and he'd put his house on the market and moved in with Dave. It had taken a long 
time but, through pain and adversity, they'd discovered their true feelings for one another. 


There were few ill feelings following their imprisonment. Unlike others, they'd all escaped alive and mostly well. 
Many of their possessions returned to them, including their houses and the tiny bombs removed from their 
skin It seemed that the authorities may have only been after those who gained their wealth from the hard 
work of others. However, in the wake of their ordeal, the band had decided to start a trust fund for those 


affected by the economic crisis. 


Sitting beside the fir tree in the lounge, Dave slid the last of his gift wrapped packages beneath its boughs. 
He'd decided to go for simple gifts, things Taylor and his friends would need. He'd bought Taylor some new 
clothes, a bunch of new inner tubes, and a top of the range bicycle repair kit. Okay, so he had caved and 
bought one outlandish gift for Taylor. It was a necklace, identical to the one Taylor had worn before it had 
been stripped away by the authorities. While the drummer hadn't seemed bothered by the loss of the necklace 
Dave knew that, deep down, it had meant a lot to Taylor. So a trip to the jewellery store had been in order. 


Looking up, his eyes fell on to the bauble dangling from a lower branch. It was silver and decorated with glitter. 
Six words were painted in a beautiful script. Merry kt Christmas, Dave and Taylor! 


As he looked at the decoration, Dave felt someone creep up and kneel behind him. Long, skinny arms wound 
around his waist and tiny kisses were pressed to his cheek. Smiling, he leaned back into the other man's 
embrace. 


"Merry Christmas, Taylor. Thanks for sticking around through everything.’ 


"Merry Christmas, Dave. Thanks for never giving up on me." 


